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As lightning most fervent:

Aye, as they emptied them of shot,
Fiends filled them anew up to the throat,

With gold of all kinds (of) print.

Then Sloth that at the second bidding
Came like a sow out of a midden,
Full sleepy was his face.

Many a lazy stupid glutton,
And slattern daw and sleepy sloven,
Him served aye with sounyie.
He drew them forth in till a chain,
And Belial with a bridle rein,
Ever lashed them on the lunyie.

In Dance they were so slow of feet,
They gave them in the fire a heat;
And made them swift of counyie.

Then, Lechery, that loathly corse,
Came neighing like a bagit horse;
And Idleness did him lead.

There were with him an ugly sort,
And mony stinking foul tramort,
That had in sin been dead.
When they were entered in the Dance,
They were full strange of countenance,
Like torches burning red.

Then, the foul monster Gluttony,
Of womb insatiable and greedy,
To dance he did him dress.

Him followed mony foul drunkard,
With can and collop, cup and quart,
In surfeit and excess.
Full many a waist-less wallydrag,
With wames unwieldy, did forth wag,
In grease that did increase.

Drink! aye they cried with many a gape.
The fiends gave them hot lead to lap;
Their thirst was none the less.